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MISSIONARY LIFE 


DANGER 
IN THE JUNGLES 


DANGER 
IN REMOTE BRAZIL 


“Behold | send you as sheep in the midst of 
wolves. Be ye therefore wise as serpents 
and simple as doves.” 

“We have to be so careful when the peo- 
ple bring us gifts. Even if their presents are 
ugly or we are afraid to taste the food they 
offer, we don't dare show our natural reac- 
tions. The men get angry fast, fight con- 
stantly and kill over nothing.” 


“It is not the will of your Father, who is in 
heaven, that one of these little ones should 
perish.” 

“Our women often ask for the last rites 
before they go into labor. So many die in 
childbirth . . . about 60%, we think. 
Many babies die, too. We have no doctor, 
no midwives, and very little medical help 
to give.” 


“He will overshadow thee with His shoul- 
ders, and under His wings thou shalt trust." 

“In the missions we certainly see how 
God is guiding us every minute of every day. 
lf He didn't always protect us, we would 
never survive. | have never been sick or 
hurt in six years of duty.” 


Fr. Louis Bolzanello, PIM 
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By G. T. CALLAHAN 


nslating the ageless gospel of 
Tenrist into twentieth century 
action: this sums up the life work 
of Father Louis Bolzanello, PIME 
missionary in Brazil. A fresh-faced 
man of boundless optimism, 
armth and charm, he is now at 
he American motherhouse in De- 
it enjoying his first vacation in 
ents. 
ilways smiling, often laughing, 
fi of good spirits and expressive 
tures, Father will gladly tell 
u all you want to know about 
ork. He is completely candid, 
jost casual, as he talks of the 
fedible hardships that he ex- 
fences every day. He readily 
mits that he can imagine no 
ee in the world more unpleas- 
to live and work in than his 
sion home of Barreirinha, Bra- 
| But he expects to spend the 
t of his life there, or at least 


would not change this or 
Brazil if he could. He knows 
at this is the vocation Our Lord 
bchosen for him. Nothing else is 
"important to him as saving 
for Christ. He believed this 
he entered a PIME seminary 
rt i¢ age of twelve. He believes 
how and always will. 
_ Father's Mission Home 
asten in as Father tells where 
/ Mission is: “Father Cortese, 
y pastor, and I are in northeast- 
im Brazil at a village called Bar- 
feirinha. About 500 live there all 
the time; another 7,500 come in 


and out of town from the sur- 
rounding area. No, we aren’t on 
the Amazon ... it’s a much smal- 
ler river named the Parana do 
Ramos, which begins and ends in 
the Amazon. What cities are we 
near? Manaus, Itacoatiara, Parin- 
tins, Santarem and, of course, far 
way on the coast is Belem.” 

If you are an average American 
you might have heard of Belem, 
capital city of the Brazilian -state 
of Para. The other places he men- 
tions sound completely foreign and 
strange to you .. . just dots on the 
map of a country thousands of 
miles away. But they make up 
Father Louis’ world: an environ- 
ment as familiar to him as Sche- 
nectady, Cincinnati, and San 
Francisco to us. 


What is living like in Barrei- 
tinha? “Oh, it’s about 95 degrees 
all year-round. In September and 
October it gets as hot as 125. We 
think we’re having cold weather 
when it goes down to 90. In fact, 
our fish die when it gets that 
chilly. The temperature doesn’t 
drop much at night, either. And 
our humidity averages about 
98%.” 

Effects of Humidity 

Isn’t that humidity terribly un- 
comfortable? 

“Yes, the dampness soaks our 
huts, our clothing . . . everything. 
In the morning when we wake up, 
our clothes are covered with mil- 
dew. And you know, in our climate 
there’s no use preparing food 
ahead of time or saving left-overs. 





All transportation is by canoe because of the thick jungle around 


Fr. Louis’ mission. 


Fresh fish or meat spoils in three 
to four hours.” 

Is your family tired of left- 
overs? Imagine living in an area 
where food, scarce as it is, can’t 
be saved! Are you bored with hav- 
ing the same old things for din- 
ner? Father Louis says: “Manioc 
is our food staple, just as rice is to 
Orientals. We eat it on and with 
everything for one big reason: it’s 
about all we can get. 

“The roots of the manioc plant 
are dried and ground into a grain 
that’s like oatmeal. Then we mix 
this grain with whatever fish, fruit 
or meat we can get. It tastes pretty 
flat and isn’t so good from a nutri- 
tional standpoint, but it keeps us 
going. 

“I also do a lot of hunting and 
fishing, and have learned to like 


The waters are too shallow for motorboats. 


monkey, crocodile tail and snake 
meat. Monkey is my favorite. It 
tastes something like rabbit, really 
delicious. But my pastor and I eat 
manioc more often than anything 
else. Many days we have only one 
meal. Some days if I don’t catch 
anything, I don’t eat.” 
Brazilian Insects 

If insect pests bother you during 
the summer, think over Father 
Louis’ words: “The insects in Bat- 
reirinha are a tremendous prob 
lem! We have huge mosquitoes: 
black, brown and the two to three 
inch white ones that carry malafia 
Most of the natives get malaria, 
and all but two or three of of 
PIME Fathers have come dow 
with it. As you know, once yo 
catch it, the fever and chills keg 
returning. 
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“The first time I saw my pastor 
shivering with those terrible chills 
I thought he must be dying, so I 
called our people together to help 
him. They couldn’t understand 
why I was so upset. ‘Father Cor- 
tese is like that every month when 
his malaria comes back,’ they told 
me. 


“IT know how good God has been 
to me because I have never had 
malaria or any other sickness dur- 
ing my years in Brazil. The doc- 
tors who examined me in Detroit 
told me I was in perfect health, 
and I still am. But we could never 
live through all the hardships of 
the tropical climate (let alone stay 
healthy) without God’s constant 
protection. Without it, civilized 
men would soon die off in this 
savage country. The average life- 




















. span of the Barreirinha Indian is 
a very short. 







Dangers of Carelessness 

“And then there are the thou- 
sands of tiny red mocoins (blood- 
sucking grass insects). They’re 
something like American chiggers, 
and burrow under your skin the 
minute they touch it. Our Superior 
made the mistake of sitting down 
in the grass one time when he was 
in our village on an inspection 
tour. He spent the next week in a 




























Baan Sh FR 


—_ 


gai 


NOVEMBER, 1961 







FRONT COVER 


a 


A : FY 
ee 


iz ae ~ 


——_ 


PY 


* Jom 
il 
. 


oS 


Genial Fr. Simonetti, PIME, sets 
Mae Mm moduli als) 
Amazonians. Missionary life in 
Te Pa MM Mao (- 1M ola 
tia ahael ie 





“You can’t escape these bugs. 
We constantly rub ourselves with 
alcohol to repel them. Covering 
myself with alcohol is my only 
means of self-protection. I would 
reek like a skid-row bum, if I 
didn’t keep bathing to kill the. 
odor. 

“I suppose you’ve heard about 
our snakes, too. We have nine dif- 
ferent kinds around our mission, 
some of them up to sixty feet long. 
Countless natives have been bitten, 
but as far as I know, no priests. 
This is just one more example of 
how merciful God is to us mission- 
aries. 

“The tragedy of the situation is: 
most of the people who come to us 


Fr. Louis points out his mission. 


This is how young Father Louis 
lives in Brazil: saying Mass and 
administering the Sacraments in 
his open-air palm hut-church .. . 
teaching in his one-room school or 
out under the trees . . . making 
bricks and furniture for the church 
and school .. . giving what medi- 
cal help he can .. . trying to ex- 
plain to polygamous tribesmen the 
meaning of Christian family vir- 
tues. Always he faces filth, disease, 
hunger, tropical heat and humid- 
ity, fierce animals, ravenous in- 
sects, and the hot temper of In- 
dians who were savages only yes- 
terday. 

What are the fruits of his sacri- 
fices, and those of the other PIME 
Fathers in the Parintins mission 
diocese? 

All of our priests are immensely 
encouraged by the Church’s prog- 
ress. In 1955 there was only one 
priest in this vast territory. Today 
there are fourteen. In 1955 the 
people had only a vague inclina- 
tion toward religion. Today most 


are eager to attend Mass and re- 
ceive the Sacraments.” 

Father Louis says that in his 
little village nearly everybody as- 
sists at Sunday Mass, and most 
receive Communion. Many also 
come to Mass during the week. He 
and Father Cortese have between 
eighty and ninety communicants 
every day. 


Eager for God 

Barreirinha’s church is algo 
crowded on Saturdays for confés- 
sions. Though the people have im- 
perfect theological ideas about 
sin, penance and absolution, they 
have a strong desire to confess 
their sins and do what God wants. 
They take part in processions 9 
enthusiastically that Father thinks 
they look as if they are marching 
right to heaven. 


Devotion to Our Blessed Mother 
is very strong, especially among 
the women. They see in her a 
wonderful model Mother and 
Lady, a Queen who inspires them 
to rise above their pagan existence 
as the slaves and pawns of men. 

How can Father Louis, in this 
hardest of all vocations, continue 
to find life good, stay strong, and 
keep his sunny sense of humor? 
Modesty makes him reluctant to 
answer for himself. But you can 
find the answer in the gospel that 
inspires the work of PIME mis 
sionaries all around the world 
Every day they live its challenges, 
dying to themselves that Christ 
may live in the souls of His poor- 
est children. © © 


CATHOLIC Uff 





Pve Known Many Unforgettable Nuns . . . But These I Remember Best 


My Galloping Nuns 


By FR. AUGUSTO COLOMBO, PIME 
Missioner in Warangal, India 


limbing the Himalayas . . . what a vacation for a simple man like 
me! After all, most people from my little hometown never get far- 
ther away from their birthplace than the nearest city. And speaking of 
the Orient . . . how many, regardless of their background, ever fulfill 
their dream of going to the Far East? But I did. And, then, one day I 
was in exotic-sounding Kashmir, on my yearly holiday from duty as a 


PIME missionary. (Continued next page.) 
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A Mission Sister gives a pariah baby his medicine. 


All over the mis- 


sion world, nuns like those Fr. Colombo describes fight disease and 
despair, in hospitals, dispensaries and the homes of the sick. 


It wasn’t much of a rest, really, 
because those snowy Himalayan 
peaks were. too much of a tempta- 
tion for me. Every day I tried for 
a higher one. One morning, toward 
the end of my vacation, I was 
struggling up a steep mountain 
path toward a snow-banked cliff. 

Below me stretched a wild val- 
ley, around me nothing but rock, 
and I was beginning to wonder 
why I hadn’t had the sense to stay 
below and admire the glorious 
view from a safe distance. This is 
almost as desolate as the Moun- 
tains of the Moon, I thought... 

A Near Accident 

Suddenly the clatter of hoof- 

beats broke the stillness! Startled, 


I leapt onto a rock beside the path. 
Galloping around a bend straight 
toward me came two Sisters on 
horseback! They were going like 
the wind . . . so fast they surely 
would have hit me and sent us all 
plunging down the mountainside 
had I not jumped out of the way. 


When they saw I was a Priest, 
they were astonished, but certainly 
no more than I! I was so over- 
whelmed that I hardly heard their 
breathless apologies. 


“Why they’re everywhere, these 
nuns!” my thoughts raced on 
“Even in the loneliest part of the 
Himalayas! Even at the top of 
the world!” 
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My galloping Sisters had a 
fascinating story to tell me. “Sis- 
ter Veronica here is Polish and I 
am Italian,” Sister Maria Liguori 
‘began. “We've both been here in 
Kashmir for over twenty years. 
Ever since we came to India we’ve 
been working at the hospital we 
opened in Baramulla. In the be- 
ginning there were three of us, but 
Sister Theresa was killed by ban- 
dits in 1947, during the trouble 
over the partition of India and 
Pakistan.” 

Their Work 


“Tell me more about your work, 
Sisters,’ I asked as soon as I re- 
covered my breath. 

“Well, Father, we work in our 
hospital four days a week, and 
then we spend two more traveling 


to the little mountain villages 
around us. We visit the houses one 
by one and try to bring Our Lord’s 
love and comfort to as many as 
we can. Everybody knows us for 
twenty miles around Baramulla.” 


“Oh yes,” added Sister Veronica, 
“even the very strict Muslims now 
like to have us enter their homes. 
You know, Father, how terribly 
poor our Kashmiri people are. 
And sanitary conditions are even 
more of a problem than hunger. 
Oh, there is much sickness — it is 
everywhere we turn. We do every- 
thing we can with the little bit of 
medicine we have, but it just isn’t 
enough. So often all we can do is 
baptize the dying . . . two or three 
baptisms a day. But every bap- 
tism means another soul saved for 
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Jesus, and this is what keeps us 
going.” 

Yes, this is enough to keep our 
valiant Missionary Sisters going 
on... for years and years, for 
miles and miles, on horseback and 
aching feet, through the desolate 
Himalayan country. 

Other Sisters 

As I watched them ride off, my 
thoughts wandered on to other 
Sisters whom Providence has sent 
into my life. There was the kind- 
ergarten teacher in the little town 
where I was born, the very first 
nun I ever knew. I remember her 
heavenly kindness, and how her 
pockets were always filled with 
sweets and toys to reward our 
good behavior. I remember, too, 
how just one pained look from her 
was enough to make us sorry we 
had disobeyed. 





“Galloping Sisters’ Veronica and 
Maria Liguori as Fr. Colombo first 
met them on a steep mountain trail 
in the Himalayas. Note their long 


veils topped by jungle helmets. 


I met so many Sisters during 
my youth that their names and 
faces are blurred in my memory 


now. My elementary classes were 
taught by a Sister. A Sister was 
head-mistress of my intermediate 
school. Sisters took charge of our 
kitchen and wardrobe when I was 
in the Seminary. I said my first 
Mass in a convent chapel. 


My First Helpers 
Whatever would I have done 
here in India without my Sisters 


GLAZING CONTRACTORS AND 
GLASS OF ALL KINDS 


Allied Glass and Metal Corp. 


7131 Schaefer Rd. 
Dearborn, Michigan 


Arch Racine, Pres. 
Tiffany 6-6323 


in Christ? They were the first 
helpers who came to me when | 
began my missionary life, after | 
went into the interior to start 
new parish. Wherever there are 
people suffering, weeping, in phys- 
ical or spiritual pain, there are 
our Sisters. Abandoned babies are 
are brought to them, and anxious, 
expectant mothers who have never 
learned even the rudiments of 
hygiene. 

Daily our Nuns face smallpox, 
leprosy, cholera, paralytic diseases 
and the agony of death. And 
never do they knowingly tum 
away, to let any child of God 
suffer or die alone. But they are 
not here just to teach reading, 
writing and religion . . . to instruct 
in health measures and courteous 
behavior . . . to nurse the un- 
numbered sick. They are here to 
teach by example the infinite com- 
passion of Christ. 


A Countless Number 

That night, as I reminisced, I 
realized that countless Sisters have 
influenced my life for good. Many 
of them will always stand out in 
my memory. Among the most un- 
forgettable are those whom I have 
known in my Indian mission work. 

The Hindus here see in thes 
Sisters more deity than humanity. 
As for me, I consider them the 
angels of this pagan country. 
Their lives are God’s, and thei 
every word and deed show forth 
His Charity. More than aay 
others, these are the Sisters I caf 
never forget. © © 
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Foster Parents Mission Club News 


353 ORPHANS ADOPTED 
This Year’s Goal: 250 More 


Generous individuals, families 
and organizations now support 
353 children at the three orphan- 
ages sponsored by the Foster Par- 
ents Mission Club in Burma, India 
and East Pakistan. 

Many “Parents” have written to 
say how many blessings they have 
received since “adopting” and tak- 
ing an interest in a poor orphan 
thousands of miles from their own 
homes. They continue to prove 
that God is not outdone in gener- 


osity. 

The Club’s goal this year is to 
obtain parents for the other 250 
children still waiting to be adopted 
at the three orphanages. The Com- 
mittee asks readers who haven’t 
adopted a child, “Wouldn’t you 
like to have an orphan of your own 
this Christmas? It’s a perfect way 
to say, ‘Happy Birthday, Jesus’.” 

Many parents are now sending 
in donations for Christmas gifts 
for the children and writing spe- 
cial letters to the children. Even 
those who don’t have a child are 
encouraged to send a donation 
which will go far in mission coun- 
tries toward giving the children a 
real Christmas party. 


$5.00 a month you can 

CPS Malle For informa 

Foster Parents Mission Club 
lvd., Detroit 2, Mich 


WAITING TO BE ADOPTED 


VINCENZA 


Keep Vincenza Inoe, a four- 
year-old charmer from PIME’s 
Burma orphanage, looking this 
happy all the time by “adopting” 
her. Her parents managed to es- 
cape from Red China but both 
died within a few months after 
arriving in Burma. Vincenza was 
left alone but fortunately she was 
brought to St. Mary’s Foundling 
Home in Kengtung where the mis- 
sionaries now care for her. 





What Happens To 


THOSE 
WH 0 
ESCAPE 


THE STORY OF 
3 YOUNG MEN 


The Biggest Problem 
Facing Refugees Of 
Red China Is: 

HOW TO BE FREE 


By J. E. PETRAK Editor, 
Catholic Life Magazine 
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“ry he faces of the three yo 


A men are lean and gaunt 
gaunt they do not look y 
They stand in ragged clo 
waiting patiently like those 
have learned to wait. Those” 
charge do not pay much attenti 
to them. They are too busy. Be 
sides, they are only three more @ 
the many who have waited in thi 
big room. ‘ 
They are three of perhaps | 
000 who have been lucky ént 
to escape from Red China and} 
rive safely in Kowloon across’ 
bay from Hong Kong. Like # 
others, they had fled from. the 
homeland. Most used to come] 





they couldn’t stand Com- 
nism. Nowadays, they come 
"mostly because they can’t stand 
| being hungry anymore. 
_- They know nothing about free- 
dom, these younger ones 
those in their late teens and early 
20s. They have been under Com- 
munism too long to remember 
anything else. 
Desperately Hungry 
But they do know that they are 
_ desperately hungry. And 
y i Ww that *there is food in 
@ Kong. And so they plan 
ap Some succeed, others 
mot There are numerous 


mes 


ards to prevent the people from 


We know little about those who 
don’t succeed. But if we look 
along the China coast . . . over 
across the border . . . we can see 
the gallows planted along thé 
beach. Even in the mist and the 
distance you can see the bodies 
hanging there . . . grim remind- 
ers to the people of what happens 
to those who try to escape. 

But hunger does things to a per- 
son. Many feel they would rather 
be among those swinging—dead— 
in the ocean breeze than to have 
that terrible constant pain of 
hunger,...And so they come 
penniless, with practically no pos- 
sessions, to fill the already bulg- 
ing city of Hong. Kong. 





Most come to the New Terri- 
tories first. Here they find com- 
missaries run by the various Chris- 
tian Churches and the government 
where free meals are given to those 
who have escaped. And so, like 
the three young men, they come 
and wait for meal time. 

The Full Pot of Rice 

Finally, the rice is ready and 
the huge pot is brought out and 
the bowls filled. With the others, 
the three young men eagerly grasp 
a bowl and devour the food. There 
is more left. There is still plenty 
of rice in the pot for those who 
have come to be fed. But the pot 
sits and steams while the three 
young men look at it uncertainly, 
their bowls cupped in their hands. 
Finally, a priest notices them and 
motions them toward the table, 
“Go ahead, have some more! Eat 
all you want!” 

He watches as they hurry to ful- 
fill his urging and he worries how 
they will survive in freedom .. . 
something they have never known. 
All their lives they have done 
nothing unless they were told to 
do so. Now they are without ini- 
tiative . . . afraid to do anything 
they are not ordered to do. How 
will they manage? 

It is difficult for us who have 
always been free to realize that 
these youths must be taught how 
to be free. Often they remain im- 
prisoned by fear if they are not 
shown . . if no one is around 
to tell them the truth after so 
many years of nothing but Com- 
munist propaganda. 
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Surprisingly to many, lack of 
education is the biggest problem in 
Hong Kong today. Although bal- 
anced diets may be rare, no one 
need now starve in this British 
Colony. Despite the 100,000 refu- 
gees who swarm in from Red 
China every year and the 100,000 
natural increase, the 3,200,000 
population is surviving. 

The Real Problem 

Catholic Charities still gives out 
about 6000 meals a day — mostly 
to children — but this is a small 
number in comparison to the 
population. The real problem is 
the 100,000 children with no 
schools to go to and the older refu- 
gees, like the three young men, 
who need to begin learning all over 
again. 

For adults, evening courses have 
been started . . . most of them 
without tuition. Numerous young 
adult groups also flourish where 
the refugees can meet other Chi- 
nese of their own age and interests 
and become orientated to their 
completely new way of life. Un- 
fortunately, there are neither 
enough classes nor clubs. 

The Children 

For the children — and 40% of 
the population is under 14 — the 
problem is improved but far from 
solved. Schools are being built at 
a fantastic rate. Most Rev. Law- 
rence Bianchi, PIME, Bishop of 
Hong Kong, has ordered construc- 
tion of nearly 100 new Catholic 
schools since 1949. 

One school per parish, as we find 
in most of America, is totally in- 
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adequate. In Hong Kong there are 
parishes like St. Theresa’s where 
they have 13 schools with an en- 
rollment of 9000 students. 

Among the 500,000 students, 
100,000 are in Catholic schools. Of 
this number, 70% are non-Chris- 
tian. Many Protestant denomina- 
tions also conduct schools as part 
of their missionary work. Although 
the government pays the salaries 
of teachers in recognized schools, 
there is no problem about teaching 
religion. 

Even the non-Christians get at 
least an hour a week of religious 
instruction. It is not unusual for 
children to become converts and 
bring their whole family into the 
Church with them. 

Red Schools 

The Reds have also taken ad- 
vantage of the Government’s gen- 
erosity regarding schools and have 


about 10,000 to 15,000 students. 
Exact numbers are impossible be- 
cause it is frequently difficult to 
discover that a school is Commu- 
nist operated. 

Considering the rise in the stud- 
ent population from a few thou- 
sand in 1948 to 600,000 today, it 
is amazing how much has been ac- 
complished. But the need for more 
schools is still great and the need 
for good teachers and leaders is 
even greater. To train students that 
will become qualified teachers and 
also leaders among their own peo- 
ple is the most urgent goal today. 

Under the present circumstances, 
the three young men may be for- 
tunate and get into an evening 
class somewhere. If there is not 
enough room they may become 
lost and discontent as they con- 
tinue to pick their way among the 
crowded streets of the Refugee 
Capital of the World. © © 


17 Day Tour of Europe for $685 


: 
! 
; 
: 
$ 
f 
\- 
ft 


See London, Paris, the Riviera, 
Milan, Venice, Florence and Rome. 
All expenses included. Leave Detroit or 
New York March 10, 1962. Take ad- 
vantage of off-season rates. 

Also, leaving February 4, 1962, pilgrimage to 


ltaly. Round trip fare by jet: $665. Return 


whenever you wish. 
4 


Receive the Pope’s blessing during the 
SPECIAL AUDIENCE with the HOLY FATHER 


For information, contact the trip Spiritual Director: Rev. Julio Cancelli, PIME, 
325 E. Boston Bivd.; Detroit 2, Mich. TA. 8-8515 
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ere in Bengal, East Pakistan, 

one cannot live without bam- 

Houses are made of bam- 

The mats we use to sit or 

sleep on are bamboo. Scaffold- 

ing is made of bamboo. The list 

of the uses of this native tree goes 

on and on. 

But, the most important use of 

bamboo is for the “All-purpose 
Bamboo Stick!” 


Practically everyone in Bengal 
carries a bamboo stick. It is used 
as a walking stick — to rest the 
weary body on a long journey. 
It is a weapon for defense against 
animals, snakes and _ attackers. 
And, frequently, the bamboo stick 
is used on the back of some in- 
dividual. 

In fact, life here seems to go on 
amidst the sound of beating and 
thrashing. But please don’t think 
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By FR. A. NEBULONI, PIME 
As told to Charles Koenig 


I’m a cruel left-over from the days 
of the Inquisition. You see, the 
various backs on which we use our 
sticks are seldom those of our 
neighbors. 

If some old cow or goat, who, 
in the dry season, roams every- 
where in search of a blade of 
grass, is attracted by the green 
lettuce of your garden, then I’m 
sure you will agree that a sound 
thrashing may not be out of place. 

Brother John's Adventure 

Some time ago, we were really 
on the verge of despair. The care- 
fully planted lettuce in our beat- 
tiful mission garden had just 
started to grow when a band of 
cows and goats rushed in to eat 
it. We had a fence, yes, but it 
did not stop these animals. 

Brother John looked over the 
ravaged garden and _ shouted, 





In Bengal, 
bamboo trees 
grow everywhere 
and are useful 
for all sorts 

of things. 


“From now on I will take care of 
you blasted animals!” 

That very evening, while we 
were eating, the door flew open 
and Brother John burst in. He 
was evidently tired, perspiring and 
disheveled. When we asked him 
what had happened, he limited 
himself to saying, “Oh, that thief 
of an animal will remember the 
lesson I gave it for a long time. 
It will keep away from our mis- 
sion garden from now on!” 

“What do you mean?” we asked. 

“Oh, nothing,” he said. “One of 
the usual old cows came in to eat 
my lettuce and I gave her a beat- 
ing with my bambo» stick she will 
remember for some time.” 

The following morning, as I was 
returning from celebrating Mass, 
I found one of my parishioners 
waiting for me. 
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With humility, but surrounded 
with an air of self-assurance, he 
said, “Father, please give me fifty 
dollars.” 

“What?” I asked. “Fifty dol- 
lars! You are vastly mistaken, my 
dear friend. I am not the bank, 
you know.” 


“Father!” he repeated, “give me 
fifty dollars for my cow.” 
“What do you mean,” I queried, 


“your cow! What have I got to 
do with your cow? Are you out 
of your mind?” 


“Father,” he continued, “you 
have killed it. Look at it.” He 
pointed out through the window 
to the carcass of his cow which 
was lying right in the middle of 
our garden. For certain that poor 
animal would never come again 
to eat Brother John’s lettuce. 





After this event, Brother John 
and I had a talk about his Italian 
temper. 


Bamboo Sticks Help Travel 

When you travel, a bamboo 
stick is also a necessary compan- 
ion, for you go by buffalo cart 
which proceeds very slowly under 
the burning sun. All of a sud- 
den, the buffalo puts his head 
against the ground and lies down, 
refusing to move. 

The driver gets out of the cart 
and begins to shout, but the buf- 
falo refuses to budge. What would 
you do under the circumstances? 
Would you start to talk gently to 
the poor old animal? Would you 
try to kick it into action? 

The trouble is that these poor 
people of Bengal never wear shoes, 


and a kick given with their bare 
feet on the thick rough skin of the 
buffalo is little more than a caress. 


WILL YOU FOLLOW HIM? 


A spirit of sacrifice is essential for 
those willing to become God's mis- 
sionaries. But it must be done with 
a big smile and a sense of humor. 
If you love God and have these 
qualities, we hope you will con- 
sider a missionary vocation. 

For further information, write: 

PIME Vocation Director 
121 E. Boston Blvd. 
Detroit 2, Michigan 


There is only one way to get these 
great beasts moving and that is 
with a good thrashing on the back 
with a bamboo stick. Then per. 
haps they will stand up and keep 
going. 
A Valuable Weapon 

What do you do here when you 
find a snake across your path? Or 
when you cross a paddy field, or 
even the courtyard of your house, 
and you see the head of an irri- 
tated snake sticking out and ready 
to strike? If you have good legs 
and little courage you withdraw, 
and that is certainly the safest 
way. But if you must pas 
through that particular path and 
the snake does not want to make 
room for you, your salvation again 
is in a good bamboo stick and a 
good beating on the head of the 
reptile. 


A bamboo stick can also be the 
means of obtaining food for the 
people in Bengal. For instance, 
yesterday was Sunday and the 
boys at our orphanage took their 
usual Sunday walk. From the win- 
dow I watched them return. The 
two smallest boys led the crowd, 
as usual, armed with long bam- 
boo sticks. But, they also carried 
several small animals. How did 
they manage to get all this food? 
They ran pell-mell through the 
jungle chasing and thrashing the 
animals. So, they earned meat 
for their evening meal. 

For Tiger Fighting 

Also, the bamboo stick is an im 

portant weapon for protecting 
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your life. As I go from village to 

village on my mission tour, I often WHAT'RE THEY SAYING? 
meet old men who have large scars 

on their bodies. When they were 

young, they went tiger hunting, 

but not for pleasure. It was a 

necessity. In those days, tigers 

were so numerous that they really 

threatened the existence of whole 

villages. 


The only way the people had to 
defend themselves when there were 
no rifles was with the bamboo 
stick. Rifles, as recently as only 
a few years ago, were luxuries for 
only the rich. Natives could never 
afford to buy them. So, they re- 
lied entirely on their bamboo 
sticks. 

Now, hunting a tiger with a ‘Sister, if | stay this good all 
bamboo stick requires quite a lot day, will it make up for how bad 
of courage and agility. The hun- | was yesterday?” 
ter tries to entice the animal to 
jump him. When the tiger jumps, PATRONS 
the hunter uses his long bamboo McINNES-DESMOND FUNERAL DIRECTORS 

: 16111 Woodward Ave. 
vl 8 iia ao Seah daws Highland Park, Mich. TO. 8-4797 
ning ahead of it. This beating, ALINOS! FRENCH ICE CREAM CO. 
: . * 12748 E. McNichols Road 
running and dodging goes on until = isit, Michigan LA. 7-3195 
the hunter manages to kill the 
animal. 


Needless to say, in many cases 
the hunter failed to elude the ani- 


mal and was killed or severely 
clawed. 


Yes, life in Bengal is not pleas- 
ant all of the time. Yet, with a 
stout bamboo stick, we feel very 
secure — after all, with it we can 
do practically anything! © © 
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Help give a Christmas Party for 
6,000 orphans by ordering your 
cards from PIME. 


Order all of one kind 
or an assortment 


fe 
eS MM bom. 


Chests 


X243 
Contemporary 


12 cards to a box. 
$1.00 a box. 


PIME Missionaries; 121 E. Boston Bivd.; Detroit 2, Michigan 

Dear Father, | am enclosing $_________ for (give number) 
box(es) of X284 ______box(es) of X243 
box(es) of X28 ________ box(es) of X99 
box(es) of Assorted Cards . . . including the 4 abe 


(Please Print) 


— SE ee a 





“Knights of Charity’ Awards 

Stephen J. Bartush, Al Borman 
and Benson Ford were this year’s 
recipients of the annual “Knights 
of Charity” awards given by the 
Board of Trustees of Maryglade 
College. Since Maryglade trains 
PIME missionaries for service to 
the needy of every race, creed and 
color, the Trustees honor members 
of America’s three major faiths in 
this way. 

Mr. Bartush, President of 
Shedd-Bartush Foods Corporation 
is a Catholic; Mr. Borman, Chair- 
man of the Board of Food Fair 
Markets, Inc. is a Jewish lay lead- 
@; and Benson Ford, Vice-Presi- 
dent of the Ford Motor Co., is a 
Protestant. 


AT KNIGHTS OF CHARITY DINNER: 


The PIME (Pontifical Institute for Foreign 
Missions) Missionaries of SS. Peter and, 
Pavl are exclusively a missionary society 
with home missions in New Mexico and 
foreign missions in Brazil, Africa, Japan, 
Hong Kong, East Pakistan, Burma and India. 


About 800 attended a dinner 
dance for the honorees on October 
10. The comments of Detroit’s 
Mayor Louis C. Miriani, the toast- 
master, star comedian Danny 
Kaye and PIME Provincial Su- 
perior, Rev. Nicholas Maestrini, 
highlighted the program. 

© © 
Two Bishops Installed In Burma 
After the supreme honor of con- 


secration in Rome by the Holy 
Father, Most Rev. John Gobbato, 
PIME, was welcomed home to his 
new diocese of Taunggyi, Burma, 
by a huge crowd of well-wishers. 
Present to greet Taunggyi’s first 
Bishop were all the Catholic clergy 
plus prominent members of the 
Buddhist hierarchy. The Chief of 


Fr. Maestrini, Trustee James Roche, 
Knights Al Borman and Benson Ford, Mayor Miriani, Knight Stephen Bar- 
tush, Trustee Ben Levinson. 


Photo Courtesy Detroit Free Press 





the Shan state and Burma’s for- 
eign minister, as well as many 
other government representatives 


Before his consecration as Bish- 
op, Fr. Gobbato was a Burma mis- 
sionary for 30 years. Just three 
days after his installation in his 
new diocese, Bishop Gobbato or- 
dained his first priest, a native of 
the Gurka tribe, Fr. Paul Harilel. 

Fr. Harilel lost his father as a 
child, and was brought up by 
PIME’s Fr. Perego and the Loilem 
Sisters. His mother, formerly non- 
Christian, has been a_ fervent 
Catholic for the last ten years. She 
was thrilled to attend his ordina- 
tion and to be the first to kiss his 
consecrated hands 

The new bishop of Toungoo, the 
Most Rev. Sebastian Shwe Yauk, 
is also a native Burmese. He re- 
ceived his priestly training at the 
PIME seminary in Toungoo, so 
his consecration is a special joy to 
the Society. 


Fr. Paul Harilel, the first to be 
ordained by the new Bishop of 
Taunggyi, Most Rev. John Gobbato, 
PIME, standing with his mother, the 
Bishop and his American sponsor, 
Ruth Benning of Cleveland, Ohio. 


Dedicate Ohio Shrines 


On a windy Saturday 
month, a new American flag 
blessed and solemnly raised o 
the SS. Peter and Paul Mi 
Seminary in Newark, Ohio, 1 
open an impressive ceremony, 

Members of the Knights of € 
lumbus, donors of the flag, PII 
priests and seminarians, 
friends of the Society had gat 
ered for the solemn dedication 
two new outdoor shrines. 

After Rev. Nicholas Ma 
PIME Provincial Superior, de 
cated the Sacred Heart Shrine, 
offered Mass on the altar bek 
and distributed Holy Comm 
to the faithful in the open aif. 

The Grotto to Our Lady 
Lourdes, dedicated at the 
ceremony, also has an out 
altar. 

These two shrines not only ¢ 
spiritual inspiration to the yé 
men studying for the priestht 
at the seminary but do much 
enhance the beauty of the cam 
The grotto is the gift of Mr. 1 
Mrs. John Rotondo and the § 
Heart Shrine is from Mr. 
Mrs. Nick Cenci. 1 
















“Here, my son, is the inseparable companion 
le a coh eee te aes your support in all your 
dangers and labors: here is your unfailing com- 
fort in life, as well as in death . wee 
these words, His Eminence Giovanni Battista Car- 
dinal Montini recently presented crucifixes 7a 
bolic of the missionary life to 21 PIME Fathers, 
in Milan's historic St. Ambrose Basilica. 

Ey lerrih ceremony marked in a sim- 
ple but solemn manner the departure of the young 
priests for their apostolic work in the Far East 
and Brazil. Here they are shown marching in 
Procession from the basilica. Afterwards their 
relatives and friends crowded around to kiss the 
new crucifixes and offer good wishes. 














Remember Your Beloved Dead the Bes 


GOD’S WA 


November, the month of the 
Souls, focuses our c ior 
the welfare of those who 
gone before us. Surely 

way to show our charity f¢ 
deceased loved ones is to 
the Holy Sacrifice of the 
offered for them. q 


Because of the infinite merits of every Mass, you can remember a 
beloved dead in a single Holy Sacrifice. Of course you may also r 
Masses for individua's. 623 PIME priests laboring for Christ 
the world depend on your stipends for their main support. If you 
fulfilled your parish obligations, we hope you will send 
stipends to PIME. Suggested offerings: Low Mass, $1. High 


PIME Missionaries, 121 E. Boston Bivd.; Detroit 2, Michigan 
Dear Father: | am enclosing $_________.. Please have 


Mass (es); Low Mass(es) said by one of your missionaries 
souls of these deceased loved on 


(Please give your name and address if different than below.) 





